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and the wind a-blowing like the very nation, at that! My
officers will tell you so. They saw it. And, sir, while he war
a-tearing right down through those snags, and I a-shaking
In my shoes and praying, I wish I may never speak again if
he didn't pucker up his mouth and go to whistling! Yes,
sir; whistling 'Buffalo gals, can't you come out to-night,
can't you come out to-night, can't you come out to-night';
and doing it as calmly as if we were attending a funeral and
weren't related to the corpse. And when I remonstrated
with him about it, he smiled down on me as if I was his
child, and told me to run in the house and try to be good,
and not be meddling with my superiors!"1

Once a pretty mean captain caught Stephen in New Or-
leans out of work and as usual out of money. He laid steady
siege to Stephen, who was in a very "close place," and
finally persuaded him to hire with him at one hundred ar^
twenty-five dollars per month, just half wages, the captain
agreeing not to divulge the secret and so bring down the
contempt of all the guild upon the poor fellow. But the
boat was not more than a day out of New Orleans before
Stephen discovered that the captain was boasting of his
exploit, and that all the officers had been told. Stephen
winced, but said nothing. About the middle of the after-
noon the captain stepped out on the hurricane-deck, cast his
eye around, and looked a good deal surprised. He glanced
inquiringly aloft at Stephen, but Stephen was whistling
placidly and attending to business. The captain stood around
awhile in evident discomfort, and once or twice seemed
about to make a suggestion; but the etiquette of the river
taught him to avoid that sort of rashness, and so he man-
aged to hold his peace. He chafed and puzzled a few min-

1 Considering a captain's ostentatious but hollow chieftainship, am
a pilot's real authority, there was something impudently apt and hapfl
about that way of phrasing it.